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THE GGOD MONOPOLY MISSIONARIES AND THE WICKED ISLAND. ~ 


“ After all we have done for them, Brothers, they insist on having 5-cent fares. Let us leave the Cannibals to their fate!” 
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OFFICE: Nos. 21 & 23 WARREN STREET, 
NEW VYToREZ. 


PusiisHep Every WepNESDAY. 


TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
(United States and Canada.) 
One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers, - - - - = - - = $5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers, - - - - - - - 


One Copy, for 13 weeks, - - - - - - - - - += - 1.2 
(England and all Countries in the Berne Postal Treaty.) 








One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers, - - - - - - - - $6.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers, - - - - - - - 3.00 
One Copy, three months, or 13 numbers, - - - - - + - 1.50 
BG INCLUDING POSTAGE. “@@ 
Unver THE Artistic CHARGE oF - - JOS. KEPPLER 
Business-MANAGER - - - - A.SCHWARZMANN 
H. C. BUNNER 


Eprror - -.--:--*-*-*-*?:° 


Puck is on Sale in London, at THE INTERNATIONAL 
NEWS COMPANY, 11, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street; in Glas- 
gow, at G. F. ALLAN’S, 31 Renfield Street; in Paris, at TER- 

UEM’S,,15 Boulevard Saint Martin, and on file at the Hera/d 

ffice, 49 Avenue de l’Opera. In Germany, at F. A. BROCK- 


HAUS’S, Leipzig, Berlin and Vienna. 


Con rents: 


First-Pace Cartoon—The Good M: 
and the Wicked Island. 

Cartoons AND COMMENTS. 

The Clerical ‘‘ Bunko ’’ Game—illustrated. 

Tue Town TERRIER. 

PUCKERINGS. 

His Secret Scheme. 

The Automatic Wheel of Justice—illustrated. 

New Music—illustrated. 

Spring in Hoboken, Skeneateles, Keokuk and Boston— 
R. K. Munkittrick. 

He Knows His Business—illustrated. 

Prospectus of the State’s-Prison National Bank of Trenton, 
i Jersey—H. C. Dodge. ; ; 

Fitznoop.e tn AMertcAa—No. CCLXX.—Irish Affairs. 

No More for Him—illustrated. 

Soul-Changing. 

Choice Communications. 

To My Rejected MS.—poem—Thetus. 

ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 

Puck AT THE PLay-House. 

Centre-Pace Cartoon—The End of a Bad Show. 

A Symposium. 

Blind to His Own Interests—illustrated. 

Fun with a Looking-Glass—Paul Pastnor. 

So Near and Yet So Far—illustrated. 

The Lenten Season—illustrated. 

Puck’s EXCHANGES. 

Last-Pace Cartroon—The Lesson of the Floods. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








ly Missionaries 











r. McGahey, who keeps a saloon in 
Williamsburgh, wants to govern himself. 

He represents several thousand other gentle- 
men in Ireland who also want to govern them- 
selves. ‘I was a member of the assassination 
committee myself in 1865,’’ he observes: ‘‘when 
a landlord was to be shot, we cast lots.”” Then 


home are likely to be hanged for a similar 
throwing of the dice, and continues: “ For 
every man they [the English,] hang, we’ll kill 
cen. ** ** JT had $g00 to pay the expenses 
of blowing up the British fleet in Newport. It 
could have been done, and it would have been 
done but for the trustees, who stole the funds.” 
These remarks not shedding sufficient light on 
the national character, Mr. McGahey informs 
a Sun reporter, apropos of the treachery of a 
certain notorious assassin: ‘We never think a 
thing is safe, in Ireland, when three know it.” 
The Sua thinks that Mr. McGahey and his 
friends ought to be allowed to govern them- 
selves, 
* ” * 

Poise that deceased cat carefully, aim low 
and let it go. Hurrah! that was a good shot. 
Now for an indisposed egg. That, too, was well 
shot. Keep up the game; let all those mem- 
bers of Congress have every unsavory missile 
that can be cast at them. ‘They deserve it. 
Their engagement is happily at an end. They 
cannot do much more mischief. But the hisses 
and groans must not die away until the last of 
the actors in the present Congressional drama 
is driven into obscurity. 

* 


- 

We do not mean to say that Congress has no 
respectable and honest men in it. There are a 
few—very few. Most of them are a great deal 
worse than the members of the New York 
Board of Aldermen, and one can’t go very 


But New York Aldermen are not as objection- 
able as the present Congressmen. They may 
do harm, but their evil work is felt but locally. 
The influence of the Congressman’s legislation 
is felt over all the country. One has but to 
review the acts of the dying Congress to arrive 
at the conclusion that it is, on the whole, one 
of the worst, one of the most mercenary and 
unprincipled that ever disgraced the country. 


Goethe said that the Useful could take care 
of itself, and that the Beautiful couldn’t. But 
Goethe rather flattered the Useful, Of course 
we know that it would be held the height of 
absurdity to plead with any American politi- 
cian for the preservation of anything simply 
because it is beautiful; but we now learn that 
even the plea of usefulness is not always warmly 
received. Greed and ignorance have made a 
bold grasp at our forests, the last of the safe- 
guards Nature has given us against flood and 
drouth, and it will be hard work to loosen that 
grasp. Even the remonstrant and threatening 
spirit of Leatherstocking, appearing to the un- 
decided legislators at Albany, might be unavail- 
ing. Our Irish-American rulers have never 
heard of Leatherstocking, and would probably 
suppose that he hailed from a dime museum. 


* * : 
The clerical “Bunko” game is a delicate and 
novel variation on the simple style of the Broad- 
way operator, and we learn of its existence with 


religious eccentricity were growing rusty and 
wearisome. Kissing pastors, Sunday-schooi su- 
perintendents who make love to the funds of 
the church and all the other conventional sin- 
ners have palled upon our taste. ‘The exposure 
cf the stock-jobbing performances of the Chrzs- 
tian Advocate “Bunko”’ gang which was made re- 
cently was a fillip to our jaded taste. It also 
increased our respect forthe cloth. The inno- 
cent lambs of investors were never more thor- 
oughly taken in and done for in the robber 
dens of Wall Street than they were in ’78 by 
the “ gang ”’ of our deeply religious but not E. C. 


Governor Cleveland is, of course, giving care- 
ful consideration to the bill for reducing the fare 
on the “L” roads to five cents at all hours, 
He must bring all his talents to bear on the 
subject, as the “ L”’ road monopolists have been 
doing their best to befog the mind of the Gov- 
ernor. They talk about spoliation and confis- 
cation, and sacred rights and sacred contracts. 


a feeling of keen pleasure. The old fashions of ' 


The people did not go on their knees to the 
capitalists, begging them to build roads to give 
them rapid transit. If they had done so, the 
capitalist would have turned a deaf ear to 
their entreaties, unless he thought it would pay 
him. 
* 
* * 

The capitalist was not a bit anxious to serve 
the people; he had no desire to distinguish 
himself as a philanthropist; he wasn’t ambitious 
in the least to hand his name down to posterity 
on account of charity. He built the road be- 
cause he thought he saw a good return for the 
money expended. Then he saw at once that 
he had struck a good thing. So good a thing, 
that he immediately set about trying to make it 
better by inflating the stock to an inordinate 
extent, and then calling on the public to pay 
dividends on what had no real existence. Five 
or six per cent a year is as much as any cor- 
poration ought to realize on an investment, 
when it is made on land which is the property 
of the people. The horse-car companies have 
been allowed to forget this; the “L’’ roads 
must be made to understand it. 





A cool, calm and dispassionate view of matrimony 
satisfies us that it is a more expensive picnic than it at first 
appears. Why is it thusly? We give it up. As a gen- 
eral thing we give up conundrums more gracefully than 
we do money. This is because we set a high value on 
money and are frugal. When you give up a conundrum 
you lose nothing. Therefore we should give up John 
Kelly. A young man, having met an elderly divine on 
a railroad train, the other day, remarked: 

‘¢ What is the best thing to keep hair from falling out?” 

The divine arose to his utmost inch and replied: 

*¢ Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883.” 

‘«¢ What is it worth?” 

‘¢It is worth a million dollars, but it is sold for twenty- 
five cents,’”’ responded the holy man. 

«¢ And where can I get it?” 

‘¢Of any respectable news-dealer in the country.” 

‘¢ Thank you very much,” replied the young man, ex- 
tending a bronchial troche: ‘I shall purchase one in- 
stanter.”” 

On the following day the following appeared in the 
Scientific Irishman : 

BALTIMORE, Feb. 23rd, 1883. 
Messrs. Keppler & Schwarzmann—Gentlemen: 

For twenty years I had been suffering from acute bald- 
ness. Having tried everything else in vain, I was, one 
day, advised to try Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883. Two 
weeks after I began, my hair was so long that a dime 
museum offered me fifty dollars per week to appear as 
the hairy man of Borneo. I owe you a debt of grati- 
tude that no sheriff can ever collect. 

Yours truly, 
MEEKER VAN BLuM. 
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A NEW TRAP FOR THE INNOCENTS. 





much lower in the political scale than that. 
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THE TOWN TERRIER. 





Every journal that has 
. any pretensions to being 
@ ‘oge considered a newspaper 


4 


—_ is incomplete without a 


column or two of gossip» 


i f Ad- | te 
written by a sort of Ad- | ,, Beecher ’s giving ’em to me. 


mirable Crichton — an 
omniscient creature who 
knows everybody and 
everything, who has been 
everywhere and has seen 
all that is to be seen. 
We found that our cir- 
culation was falling off 
owing to our inability to 
provide our readers with 
the description of litera- 
ture they were suffering 
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for. 
28 2 At an enormous ex- 
4 pense we have therefore 
oe Se) 4 procured a man who has 
aa ‘4 - all the qualifications for 
cS =- the position—one who 
— ———— is on terms of easy fa- 


miliarity with crowned heads as well as with 
members of Congress and the Board of Alder- 
men. ‘The following are the results of the ob- 
servation and peregrinations of our gifted con- 
tributor. 





Walking down on the elevated railroad, the 
other day, I met my old and bosom friend, Wil- 
liam M, Evarts. I asked him what he usually 
paid for his trousers, and if he ever bought 
them ready-made. 

“Come with me into Delmonico’s. [ll open 
a bottle of Dry Monopole and tell you all 
about it.”’ 

“ Dear boy,” said Evarts to me, after giving 
the name and address of his tailor: “I have an 
important secret to impart, which I do not feel 
justified in revealing to any one but you, I 
publish it for the benefit of your readers; but 
they must keep the information to themselves. 
The secret is that President Arthur has lost a 
valuable suspender-button, and that he blew 
his nose three times yesterday in an unusually 
significant manner.” 





I was sipping my Chateau Lafitte at Billy 
McGlory’s, yesterday, when Bishop Whittlejack 
and Colonel De Dancey Cain came in. 
asked me if I would have anf objection to ac- 
company them to the ball given by the Busted 
Plumbers. They didn’t like to go by them- 
selves—they wished to be seen in good com- 
pany. I consented, as Gladstone telegraphed 
me to do all I could for these fellows, who had 
made him many offers of hospitality. 





I breakfasted with Vanderbilt, the other morn- 
ing, at his Fifth Avenue mansion. I had eggs 
and bacon, while he indulged in mush and milk. 

“Can you recommend any young men as 
boarders?”? he asked me: “Business is bad. 
New York Central and Lake Shore are low, 
and I’d like to let two or three of my hall 
bed-rooms at ten dollars a week and board. 
It would help me out considerably.” 





I smoked a few dozen pipes of opium, the 
other day, with Salvini. He expressed much 
gratification at his success in America, Sal- 
vini, it may not be generally known, is an 
Irishman, and conquered the Italian language 
after much study. 

“ Of course,” said he: “1 speak English bet- 
ter than an American; but I pretend not to 
understand it. It makes people think more of 
me, and I can make better terms. 


They | to a famous dime lodging-house in the neigh- 


borhood. 











If I were ; 


not so good an actor, I could not have kept the 
secret.” 

I met Henry Ward Beecher, the other day, 
walking down Fifth Avenue arm-in-arm with 
Jay Gould. 
ate glow was on their cheeks. 

“ ’m taking lessons in theology,” said Gould: 
I am going to 
try to teach the Gospel to the South Sea Island 
cannibals, when I get down there in my yacht.” 





While giving Jem Mace a few lessons in box- 
ing, the other day, in Lord & Taylor’s central 
window, Slade, the Maori giant, strolled in. 

“So you taught Mace to box ?”’ said he. 

I smiled modestly. 

“Do you mind having a round with me ?” 
he asked. 

“Not in the least,” I replied. 

In a few moments he was lying on his back, 
gasping for breath. 

“T didn’t think you were so good,” the semi- 
savage remarked. 

And Mace whispered to me as I put on my 
coat: 

“Don’t let John L. Sullivan know that you 
can knock Slade out; it might spoil the match.” 





While lounging in the Knickerbocker Club, 
the other day, young Van Cabbage Stork came 
in. 

“Tell me,” said he: “wouldn’t you have 
mistaken me for an Englishman, if you didn’t 
know I wasn’t one ?” 

“Why, certainly, dear boy,’ I replied: “I 
always thought you were one by your dress and 
manners. By-the-way, do you happen to have 
a thousand-dollar bill about you? I'll give it 
you back to-morrow.” 

“'Two, if you like, old man,” he gaily an- 
swered, as he handed me the two crisp notes: 
“and you need not hurry about returning it.” 





While walking down the Bowery, the other 
day, whom should 1 meet but the Czar of 
Russia. He has not altered much since we 
were at school together. He told me that he 
was going to be crowned. It would be a very 
nice affair, and he hoped I would come and 
bring all the boys with me, There would be 
nothing to pay for drinks, and separate bed- 
rooms would be provided in the Kremlin. We 
took a beer together, and I recommended him 


“ WoMEN,”’ says the Woman Suffragist: “ are 
called the weaker sex, and yet, up to the hour 
of going to press, not one of her sex in this 
country has shown enough intellectual weak- 
ness to embark in the weather-prophet_busi- 
ness.” Hasn’t she, though! Did not our wife 
tell us, yesterday morning, to bring home a 
skein of zephyr, a fashion-journal, a box of 
caramels, a copy of the morning paper con- 
taining the account of the Smith-Jones scandal, 
a tambourine to be decorated, an autograph- 


album, and a red strap-blanket for the dog? | 


And didn’t the way she said “ Don’t forget, 
dear!”’ amount to a prediction of a first-class 
cyclone and blizzard combined? And didn’t 
the performance take place as announced? 
Hasn’t, eh, hasn’t she ? 

IT IS QUITE true that subscription-lists are 
going round to enable certain ladies who give 
brilliant receptions, and whose money has given 
out, to keep them up through Lent, on the 
ground that their entertainments are so de- 
lightful. Isn’t it about time that a subscription- 
list was in circulation to buy us that house and 
lot on Fifth Avenue ? 


Their pace was rapid, and a rose- | 





Purkerings. 
Union Pacirrc—Happy Married Life. 





AN INARTISTIC lie is worse than the truth. 





' WE WONDER what sort of a hog-guesser 
Wiggins would make? 





THE VirGiInIA REEL—An F., F. V.’s Pro- 
gress Home after a Bourbon Bee. 


CARBOLIC ACID is good for scarlet-fever; but 
give us the scarlet-fever every time. 





“QNE SUMMER’’— ‘Three Months on the 
Island for the ‘Tramp who ‘Thaws Out in May. 





‘THE Country CozeEn—Charging ten dollars 
a week for board in a rickety farm-house that 
lets in rain and lightning. 





Dr. C. W. SIEMENS, F. R.S., has discovered 
a new explosive. From this we infer that Dr, 
Siemens is a widower who is married again, 





‘THE PAPERS say that a Dutch fort has fired 
on the American flag. We don’t believe it. 
None of Secor Robeson’s ships ever got so far 
away as Holland. 


A FRENCHMAN says one drop of a scorpion’s 
venom will kill a large crab. This scientist 
never studied the kind of crab served in Coney 
Island restaurants. 


NAVESINK HIGHLANDERS complain that they 
can smell Hunter’s Point when the weather is 
damp. ‘Thus do we score one on Jersey and 
in some measure glut our undying hate. 

A WESTERN PAPER states that there is not a 
perfectiy healthy woman in St. Louis. This is 
nothing but a nefarious attempt to induce 
Lydia E. Pinkham to advertise in St. Louis, 





Mr. VANDERBILT is not a bit sick. On the 
contrary, he was never in better health, and is 
quite ready to withstand the nervous shock of 
the next accident in his Fourth Avenue tunnel. 





Mrs, M. A. Kipper sings: “Come back to 
me! come back to me!”? Somebody has evi- 
dently been putting off one of the new five-cent 
pieces, gold-washed, on Mrs, Kidder for a half- 
eagle. - 

SOME LEGISLATORS are in favor of intro- 
ducing the metric system in this country. Now, 
how would it sound to ask a boy to step out 
and fetch in a hectolitre of beer or a couple 
of kilometres of bologna-sausage ? 





‘THE PHILADELPHIA Record says freckles are 
an adjunct to beauty. If this is the case, why 
is it that the country photographer makes the 
farmer come out as fair as a lily, when he is 
covered with freckles the size of buttercups or 
five-dollar gold pieces? 





THE EXPERIMENT Of pouring oil on the trou- 
bled waters was recently tried, without success, 
during a storm in the Mediterranean. This 


| was because the oil used was some that was 


being imported for use in the twenty-five-cent 
table-d’héte restaurants in this city. 





AN INTERESTING comparison between ripe and unripe 
bananas, with reference to their chemical composition, 
has been made by L. Ricciardi, whose results appear in 
the French Comptes Rendus.— Exchange. 

And we are willing to risk our red, red gold 
that Mr. L. Ricciardi doesn’t know so much 
about it now as any American small boy could 
tell him in two minutes, 
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HIS SECRET SCHEME. 





He was a short, thick-set individual, with a 
delicate blonde moustache, and long, wavy 
hair of the same tint. He was dressed in the 
height of fashion, and carried a gold-headed 
cane, which he twirled about, from time to 
time, in his long, slender hands, cased in dainty 
kid gloves of a delicate canary tint. 

“ Yes, I am the Editor,” said that dignitary, 
looking up, and anticipating the question of 
the visitor. 

‘“‘ You are ?”’ inquired the caller. 

“Tam; and I don’t know anything about 
the political outlook,’”’ responded the Editor. 

“You don’t ?” 

“No, I don’t; 
about the crops, either. 


and I don’t know anything 
I haven’t the slightest 


‘idea whether corn is steady, or oats are on the 


decline, or whether we are going to have a 
plethora of cabbage or a famine of beets, If 
you want to see a man who knows less about 
agriculture than he does about anything else, 
just cast your beauteous optics on me. I don’t 
know a parsnip from an egg-plant. Now, if I 
intended to have an egg-plant, I should first 
get my eggs, and then plant them—” 

“May I speak to you a moment ?”” inquired 
the visitor, helping himself to a seat, and tip- 
ping the same back against the wall in a most 
light and airy manner. 

“You may; but if it is a notice you had bet- 
ter write it out. Say she is the queen of song, 
and that she never had to have her diamonds 
grabbed to fill the house.” 

‘“‘T have no notice of an actress.” 

“ All right, then!” yelled the Editor: “If it 
is a poem, pray leave it and I will give you an 
answer to-morrow. We are suffering for poems 
just now, and translations of Heine are in order. 
Our motto is, ‘Look out for the poems; the 
advertisements will take care of themselves,’ ” 

‘“‘ T have no poem, sir,” responded the blonde, 
with indignation. 

“‘ What have you got ?” 

“A scheme.” 

“To do away with the Chinese ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“To double the circulation of the paper ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Well, what is it? I have nothing to do 
at all to-day but entertain veople.”’ 

““T have a scheme, sir, which I am going to 
tell you in confidence—in strict confidence. 
Do you want to make an independent fortune 
before next fall?” 

“ T would like to, sir, very much!” 





“ Can you keep a secret ?” 
“T.can, as.” 


“And should the 
scheme not find 
favor in your eyes, 
you'll not divulge 
it to the public?” 

“« Never!” 

“ Then I will tell 
you of the scheme. 
You know that in 
the summer - time 
people spend a | 
great deal of their | 
money at the sea- 
shore—that they 
go from Newport 
to Long Branch, 
and from Long 
Branch to Cape 
May ?” 

“5 én” 

“And you know 
such people yearn 
to own a splendid 
yacht, that they 
may cruise about 
from one place to 
another ?”” 

“T do,” said the | 


“ON 





NEW MUSIC. 


Ai 





THE WHITE SEA SANDS.” 





Editor, 

“And you know they would do it if they 
could afford it ?” 

“T do.” 

“Tis well. Now, my scheme, in short, is to 
get up a hotel-yacht, and take people around, 
at fifty dollars per week each, from one watering- 
place to another, There could be fishing in 
the day-time and hops at night, and there would 
be a constant change. Each yacht could be 
made to accommodate about twenty persons, 
and the deck could be fixed for dancing, and 
a small band could be taken along. Don’t you 
think it would be a good health-scheme for 
the people ?”’ 

“3 de.” 

“Well, I’m your man; I have followed the 
sea, and been cook in a hotel, and this thing 
can be done cheap, for I know how to do it. 
There is about one hundred per cent clear 
profit.” 

“ Will you give me the details?” asked the 
Editor. 

“Not here; I’m afraid some one might hear 
the scheme and get in ahead of us. Now, is 
there not a quiet sample-room where you could 
take me ‘for a quiet talk? I’d like to go some- 
where where there is no fear of disturbance. I 
am a little hard up myself, or I would ask you 
out. I don’t care anything about rum, except 
as a medicine; and it is very seldom that I 
touch it, except for 
the sake of socia- 





THE AUTOMATIC WHEEL OF JUSTICE. 
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bility. But on this 
occasion I think it 
would warm up my 
inner man, and en- 
able me to speak 
more to the point, 
and lay the scheme 
before you in a still 
more satisfactory 
manner,” 

“I have no time 
to go out,” snarled 
the Editor. 

“What, not to 








for a man who is 
about to hurl a fab- 


| set up asingle drink 
| ulous fortune lav- 
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ishly at your feet ?” 
“No, sir; I have 








no time to waste on 
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you.” 
“Won’t you just 
come out to look at 


the plans and specifications? I would like to 
spread this map out on a table.” 

“No, sir.”’ 

“ Do you ever drink ?” 

“No, sir; not with a man like you.” 

“ And you never will,”’ replied the man with 
the scheme, as he drew a flask from his pocket 
and continued: “I always like to drink my 
own stuff alone.” 

And as he drained the flask, he skipped out, 
just in time to avoid being crushed by an ink- 
stand, and left the Editor full of despair and 
disappointment, and looking just as though he 
had accidentally tripped and fallen into a 
hornet’s nest. 








THE Commercial Advertiser prints an article 
on the “Wrong Uses of the Bible.”? One of 
the wrong uses of the Bible that our esteemed 
grandaunt doesn’t mention, is the pernicious 
habit of thrusting it under the corner of a 
bureau where a leg is off, so that the bureau 
may be a quadruped. 





Mary CLEMMER warbles sweetly that “ Time 
changes all.” Does,eh, Mrs. C.? Does? Then 
you just send Time around to this office and let 
him take a crack at that five-dollar bill we took 
from a patent porous-plaster advertiser, week 
before last. Does, eh, does he? 





SOON THE organ-grinder 
From street to street will wing, 
And fill the so-called zephyr 
With “Spring, Gentle Spring.” 





TELL us the dimensions of the foot-prints 
on the sands of time, and we will tell you if 
they were made by a Chicago damosel. 





As IT is stated that the Japanese have no 
word for hell, we naturally wonder where they 
tell people to go in cases of emergency. 





Now WEEKLY lay aside a V. 
For happy Newport by the sea; 
Because vacation soon will be 
Around upon us, do you see? 
TRUTH is stranger than fiction. A report 
comes from the West that a plumber died out 
there and left his family destitute. 








Not WortH Beans—Pork, from a Boston 





Standpoint. 
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SPRING IN. HOBOKEN, SKENEATELES, KEOKUK AND BOSTON. 


Oh, soon round the mead will the thrush fly, 
Oh, soon will the old white-wash brush fly, 
And down- 
Town 
In the Alderney dairy 
The opal-eyed fairy 
Will soon make the milk and the mush fly. 


The buttercups blow in the grasses, 
All nature is now on the bud; 

And sulphur, mixed up with molasses, 
Fair Claribel takes for her blood. 


Along the mead the last faint streaks of snow 
Proclaim that Winter ’s shortly got to go; 
The rooster crows in revelry intense, 

The circus-poster decks the village fence. 


And the timorous blue-eyed violet 
Will blossom along the way, 
Until it ’s rudely plucked and set 





Your cold, cold eye, and whiskful narrative, 
Your quaint poetic moods—all make youseem 
Like one who ’s lost in some remembered 

dream 

Whose half-forgotten sweetness makes it live. 

O gay and festive caper, 
You are a fond imbiber 
Of every morning paper, 
Though you ’re not a subscriber. 
You are a minstrel with a jocund note, 
O Ethel-goat! 


Now, while the bluebird, Spring’s sweet har- 
binger, 
Is singing on the bush where soon the rose 
Will rock the happy humming-bird, the fur 
Merchant flies round and puffs and pants and 
blows. 


| You can hear him howl a block away, 


As he puts his Winter stock away; 
“Tt ’s all fur the best,”’ 
He sings not with zest, 





In a little half-dime bouquet. 


As he dreams of the Summer and Rockaway. 





And the urchin, like a castaway, 
Sails on a log or a mast away: 
In the water he ’s rolled, 
And he catches a cold, 
And soon he is packed in the past away. 
‘They plant him ’neath the Spring’s fair flowers, 


| And birds his requiem chant through all the 


sunny hours; 
And fair Pomona weeps to think she ne’er can 
rapple 
And kill that little fellow with her deadly April 
apple. 
No more he ’Il have to sit upon a chair 
To have his mother cut his straggly hair, 
‘The while the gentle breezes from the South 
Blow all the hirsute in his nose and mouth, 
No more he ’ll sigh 
And roll his eye 
In vague unrest, 
And dance and kick 
And feel so sick 
As to vow no more to brick 
The hornet’s nest. 





Thou still unravished bride of 
quietness, 
(See Keats’s “ Ode upon a Gre- 
cian Urn,’’) 
O Ethel-goat that dines on water- 
cress, 
Old rubber boots, plug hats and | 
languid fern-- 
I see you frisk 
And romp, 
I see you skip, the while your tail 
you whisk, 
Amid the imperial pomp 
Of yonder hill remote. 
O Ethel-goat! 
How do you manage to get fat on 
boots ? 
How can you eat hoop-skirts and 
frying-pans ? 
How can you swallow old to- | 
mato-cans ? 
But still in you we see | 
A little poetree, | 
Because you eat the flower to the 
roots. | 
You eat the hyacinth 
As it blows beside the plinth 
Just as white as Vesta’s temple; 
And indeed no bit of hemp ’ll 
Keep you in a given spot. | 
In the Summer, when it ’s hot, | 
You eat the mignonette 
In the garden trimly set; 
And with joy the rose geranium 
Causes the hirsute to assume the 
perpendicular on your cranium, 


] 
| 





HE KNOWS 





| 
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THE NEW ARBORIST DOES SOME VIGOROUS PRUNING. 


HIS BUSINESS. 


Soon will Decoration Day 
Come booming up this way. 
O brave and noble dead, 
Your glory ’s more than a dream, 
Though wagons of flowers, yei 
low and red, 
Are drawn in your honor, be it 
said, 
As an advertising scheme. 
When flowers are placed on the 
grave 
Of the fallen brave, 
It should n’t be done to fill 
The people with a knowledge of 
the beauty of a blue pill, 
Or the kind of soap 
That is used by Queen Victoria 
and the Pope. 





This is a song out of season, 
The reason 
For this sudden outburst of rhyme, 
Which is not intended to be sub- 
lime, 
Is to head off the poets who will 
shortly sing 
Of Spring. 
All songs sent in of bird and violet 
The office-boy will get; 
And his visions will be sweet, 
As he wanders down the street, 
To sell those songs of Spring 
For anything 
They Il bring— 
Ding-a-ling. 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK, 














PROSPECTUS 
OF 
The State’s-Prison National Bank of Trenton, New Fersev. 
WITH PATENT SUNDAY-SCHOOL ANNEX. 
Guaranteed Absolutely Safe and Reliable. 
No DEFAULTING! No EMBEZZLING! 
No Speculating, Yachting, Luxurious Living, With 
Money of Depositors, 
: AND 
Positively no Skipping Off With the Bank's Funds— 
Or Without Them, Either. 


The officers of this institution will be dressed 
in uniform, with ball and chain attachment. 
furnished by the State, and will never leave 
the bank during business or other hours. 


OO a ree PP eS 
i RE eee . Punishment. 
ors Naor aig cisnaternalansaee . Repentance. 


DID i cis inn waienin sia ebsiermae Enormous. 


The undersigned, having passed the usual 
Court examination as to their integrity and fit- 
ness, and having lately moved in their handsome 
and commodious quarters, erected for them with- 
out regard to expense by their numerous ad- 
mirers, are prepared to receive money on de- 
posit, and by their new and improved method 
of financiering (over which they, alas, have no 
control) will pay depositors back in full on demand. 

This last, it may be observed, being an en- 
tirely novel and striking feature in the business, 
cannot fail to receive the attention it deserves, 
and will, it is hoped, restore that confidence so 
necessary to be maintained between the com- 
munity at large and ourselves—who are not. 

As our living expenses, etc., will be materially 
decreased, including church and Sunday-school 
contributions, we shall be able to pay the highest 
rate of interest, and, as we shall be well watched, 











we can guarantee perfect safety for the money 
intrusted with us, ‘There will be no “run” on 
this Bank. The only “run” will be away frofn 
it—if we get a chance. Thanking you for past 
favors, but desiring no continuation of them, 
we remain (in Trenton) your humble servants. 


J ge President. 

ere ene Vice-President. 

fe .. Cashier. 

oo Ee Book-keeper. 
DIRECTORS. 


HAMILTON, late Treasurer of Jersey City. 
KLENNEN, late Cashier of Hoboken Bank. 

BERRY, late President of Bergen Bank. 

HALLIARD, late President of Mechanics’ Bank, J. C. 
KEIFER, late Treasurer of Union Hill. 

REILLY, late Treasurer of Harrison. 

HEDDEN, late Cashier of Newark Bank. 

And many others to come. 


[Prospected by H. C. Donce.} 





























3. 
ri 











406 


PUCK. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 
No. CCLXX. 





IRISH AFFAIRS. 

Ya-as, just as I 
pwedicted; the fel- 
laws who adopted 
the pwofession of 
murderwahs, and 
succeeded in kill- 
ing poor Fweder- 
wick Cavendish 
and aw Mr. Secwe- 
tarwy Burke, have 
been appwehended 
and committed faw 
twial, and the 
chances are that the wetched scoundwels will 
soon be dangling fwom wopes, with aw bwoken 
necks, undah a gallows. 

It is a curwious fact—and I don’t think there 
have evah been any exceptions to the aw wule 
—that the numerwous plots and conspirwa- 
cies that have been arwanged in Ireland faw 
many hundwed ye-ahs, have invarwiably come 
to gwief by weason of there being twaitahs in 
the camp who have informed against their com- 
wades by turning king’s or queen’s evidence, 
and getting off scot-fwee themselves. 

This pwactice has pwoved verwy convenient 
to the Bwitish Government, 








faw the ameliorwation of the condition of their 
countwymen. But when such horwible cwimes 


- SOUL-CHANGING. 





are committed, it makes one lose sympathy— }» A very learned and interesting article ap- 


especially when the deeds are carwied out un- 
dah such dweadful, deliberwate ad cold-blood- 
ed circumstances aw. 





WaterRED Stock—The Average Whiskey. 





THE RULE oF THREE—For the Third Person 
to Clear Out. 





ADVANCED —THOUGHT—Figuring on Next 
Year’s Salary. 





INDIAN ‘TERRITORY—A Square Yard in Front 
of Every Tobacconist’s. 





THERE 1s one grief that time does not heal 
—a woman’s first wrinkle. 





A CRUEL OswEGo critic speaks of a butcher 
who sells strings of sausage, and calls the latter 
a rosary of dog. 


“HEARD MELODIES are sweet, but those un- 
heard are sweeter”? are the immortal words 
written by the immortal Keats just after seeing 
a “Captain Jinks”’-playing organ-grinder dis- 
appear around the corner. 





pears in our Western friend, the Big Rapids 
Pioneer, on what it calls “a singular case of 
spiritualism,” in which one person possesses the 
soul of another. We never, to our knowledge, 
possessed another person’s soul; but we imagine 
it must be rather a peculiar sensation. Now, 
suppose a man leads a proper life, and just as 
death begins to set in on him, some man with 
a national reputation for sinning comes along 
and swaps souls with him—and they both die 
on the spot. © 

In that case the good man would suffer the 
penalty of the bad man’s wickedness, while the 
bad man would connect with all the happiness 
due the good man. 

Now, suppose John L. Sullivan should ex- 
change souls with Henry Bergh, and Sullivan 
should go around peddling bad plays, and 
Bergh should offer men fifty dollars to knock 
them out! 

Suppose Bob Ingersoll should come into 
possession of Talmage’s soul, and Talmage 
should get Bob Ingersoll’s. In that case would 
‘Talmage become an infidel, and Ingersoll an 
acrobat ? 

These are, indeed, serious thoughts, and serve 
to show what awful changes might be brought 
about if the soul-swapping theory should be- 

come popular. 





who, although perwhaps they 
may have had to wait a long 
time to punish the offendahs, 
have always got hold of the au- 
dacious wascals in the end. 

I don’t wemembah, in my ex- 
perwience of newspapah perwu- 
sal, that I evah aw wead of maw 
deliberwate and cwuel murdahs 
than those to which I wefer. 
That one fellaw should wave a 
handkerchief to signal that the 
victims were appwoaching, while 
the othah wuffians did the 
butchahwing with enormous 
knives used in the operwations 
of surgerwy—chiefly faw ampu- 
tating purposes—is quite too 
awfully horwible. 

Whenevah I visited the Em- 
erwald Isle, 1 was, as a mattah 
of course, the guest of the Vicer- 
woy—bettah known as the Lord 
Lieutenant. Although I had 
long abandoned the faintest 
hope of evah weceiving any 
went or weturn fwom my Irwish 
pwoperty, I have fwequently 
wemarked to his lordship that 
I fe-ahed that it would be weally 
necessarwy to make a wadical 
change in the land laws. 

Such opinions are naturwally 
at varwiance with those of my 
fwiends and welatives, especial- 
ly the ones who sit in the Up- 
pah House. Perwhaps centur- 
wies of bad government and 
tyrwanny may weally have had 
something to do with the gener- 
wal dissatisfaction thrwoughout 
Ireland. Cahn’t say, ye know, 
that i am quite sure of it. Won’t 
admit it wight off, but I think 
the idea decidedly worthy of 
considerwation,. 

Although I have verwy little 
aw patience with the policy of 
the obstwuctionists in Parlia- 
ment, and would like to see them 
pwevented fwom waising dis- 
turbances, I am pwepared to 
listen to what they have to say 


f 
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ADAM ROBESON: 
APPLES FOR THOSE OTHER FELLOWS TO PICK! 


NO MORE FOR HIM. 
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‘«* AH! THE AGONY OF HAVING TO LEAVE SO MANY 
THAT’S WHERE I FEEL IT.” 


A young man with an un- 
blemished soul might sell it to 
an old sinner on his last legs, 
and make money enough to start 
in life with. 

In some countries a man 
might own slaves for their souls, 
which he could give his friends 
as Xmas and birthday presents. 

A man would then be able to 
pawn his soul, and capitalists 
could speculate in souls on Wall 
Street. 

If we believed in spiritualism 
and the soul-changing theory, 
we would immediately go down 
to Wall Street and start the Soul 
Exchange, at $10,000 a seat. 








We SETTLED THAT QUESTION. 





The champion lunatic has ap- 
peared. He has written to the 
Sun, and he signs himself “ De- 
rivation.”” He thinks he knows 
| something of the origin of the 
' word “masher,” because he 
once knew a crazy sea-captain 
by the name of Macha. This 
easily lays over (we will tell 
what “hat phrase comes from, if 
the Sun wishes it,) George Au- 
gustus Sala and Edmund Yates. 
Now, if our E. C. has any more 
etymological maniacs of the 
same sort on hand, it can send 
them to this office and we will 
salt them away with the rest 
of our assorted correspondence 
cranks. 





HE BELIEVES in cremation, 
but he declines to join the asso- 
| ciation. “ No, sir, it isn’t neces- 
| sary. I live in the fifth story 
of a New York hotel.” 








THE course of true love is 
often blocked by an onion. 





THE CHIEF FAILING OF Poets 
—Failing to Sell Their Poems. 
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CHOICE COMMUNICATIONS. 


SOUTHERN “JUDGEMENT.” 





CINCINNATI, February 25th, 1883. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I claim to be a Southerner born and consequently am 
with them in sympathy. I consider them really wronged 
and held down by the Republican Government, Gillam’s 
illustrations—are not sarcastic, nor smart—but really an 
insult to the Southern people one and all. and my advice 
to you is to stop those insulting cartoons regarding them 
at once, or Gillam. Gilly would be more proper—-will 
find himself minus eyes. and a shooting arm, or two. 
Cultivate your style of humorous matter, dont fling 
insults to those not deserving. I think a good law-suit or 
two brought by some reputable citizen against your sheet 
would at least make the Puck more careful. Another 
bad policy is having your artists cartooning such worthy 
men as Talmage, Beecher, Berg, and many others, 
why do you not give that fraud Robert, G. Ingersoll, now 
lawyer for defense of the Star Rout Robbers, a shot or 
two ? I actually believe Ingersoll has stock inthe Puck 
and that you are a// infidels, consequently cowards. 

Yours with ¥udgement. 
EpwIN S. JACKSON. 


OUR OVERSIGHT. 





PHILADELPHIA, Feb. 26th, 1883. 


To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

A friend of mine casually called my attention, the 
other day, to a new publication, which, he said, abounded 
in choice gems of art, satire and fun. I think he called 
it Puck’s «* Calendar,” or «* Almanac for 1883,” and re- 
marked that the price was not excessive. 

I have since been unable to procure a copy of this 
work at any of the news-stands, or even to obtain any 
definite information as to its contents; and, being a 
constant reader of your pleasing and enterprising little 
sheet, I have also, from week to week, eagerly scanned 
the pages of our dear little Puck, in hopes of discovering, 
perchance, in some ¢ pare nook or unconspicuous corner, 
a notice or advertisement or criticism, or, at least, an in- 
direct allusion to the ‘*Annual Almanac” which my 
friend so enthusiastically described. 

But, alas, you good-for-nothing brat, you seem imper- 
vious to your own business chances, for nowhere—not 
even near the spot, among the ‘‘ ads,” upon which the 
eyes of weary wit-seekers are wont most eagerly to dwell 
—not even in proximity to that professional beauty, the 
giddy but health-restoring Pinkham—do I find a trace 
of information regarding the publication above alluded to. 

Be, therefore, so kind as to inform me (representing 
as I do a large number of foreign and domestic readers) : 

First.—What is the exact name of the calendar? 

Second.—Is it intended to be funny? 

Lhird.—lIs it, or is it not, richly illustrated? 

Fourth.—The price. 

Fifth.—Where it can be got or gotten. 

And let me suggest, in conclusion, that modesty is 
sometimes a sin, and that if you want a ready sale for 
the almanac, or whatever it may be, you should give it 
some little notice in your own columns. 


Yours amiably, EXPECTANT. 








LITERARY NOTES. 


The Century has quite a wide reputation for coming 
out with an acrobatic macaroni cover. But the Stand- 
ard Library, published by Funk & Wagnalls, surpasseth 
The Century in glory even as the moon surpasseth the 
hotel clerk’s diamond. We have received a number of 
this Library, entitled ‘* American Humorists,” which 
shows that the designer of the cover knows more about 





humor in half-a-second than the author, H. R. Haweis, | 
could possibly learn in two centuries, including the one | 


published at Union Square. The cover is a cartoon in 
itself. At the top there is a thing that looks like a com- 
promise between a cancer and a sunset; on each side of 
this is a medal, and on each medal is a sickly-iooking 
woman who lvoks as though her six-dollar-a-yard silk 
has been botched by the dress-maker. Underneath there 
are three medals lying on a piece of red ribbon. One 
represents a woman in a visor, another a fat man laugh- 
ing like a countryman at a minstrel show, while a third 
bears the figure of a winged horse with a tail like a 


cataract. The red ribbon bears a classical legend, and | 


looks as though it might be worth ten cents a yard. 
Then there is a series of red blotches scattered around; 
and we think the cover would be improved if a boxing- 
match and a turtle making love to a mummy could be in- 
troduced. But then it is funnier than anything in the 
book, except the quotations. 

**A Landlubber’s Log of His Voyage Around Cape 
Horn” is an interesting account of Mr. Morton Mac- 





Michael's four months’ voyage on an American mer- 
chantman. It is well printed and attractively bound, the 
log-reel, line and sand-glass being depicted on the cover. 
J. B. Lippincott & Co., of Philadelphia, are the pub- 
lishers. 

We felicitate Mr. H. G. Crickmore on the publication 
of that grand work of his, ‘* Krik’s Guide to the Turf 
for 1883.” It is as indispensable to this country as the 
Constitution of the United States. Where should we all 
be without it, and how should we know on which horses 
to put our money if we had not this boon to civilization 
to fall back upon? 

«¢ Dust,” a novel, by Mr. Hawthorne, has afforded us 
quite as much satisfaction as any of this author’s works. 
It has all the weird and mystic beauty of ‘ Septimius 
Felton,” the pathetic power of the «Scarlet Letter,” the 
fanciful charms of ‘‘ Twice Told Tales,’ the romantic 
richness of ‘«*’The Marble Faun.” Messrs. Fords, How- 
ard & Hurlbert are the publishers. 

P. S.—We have just learned that «* Dust” is by Mr. 
Julian Hawthorne, the son of Mr. Nathaniel Hawthorne, 
who has more or less retired from active life. We hope, 
however, that the above notice stands good. 








TO MY REJECTED MS. 





Farewell! thou little fragile thing, 
Too weak to draw a breath, 
So very early taking wing 
And sinking down in death! 
Farewell! I ne’er shall see thee more— 
For sorrow scarce I speak; 
For thou art on the golden shore, 
Across the Jordan creek. 


I will not make thee twang a harp, 
It would not look just right; 

But I will take a flat or sharp 
And make a song to-night. 

I'll have it finished very soon— 
’T will make the listener cry— 
And spooks may sing it to the tune 
Of «*Coming Thro’ the Rye.” 


The editor that thee consigned 
To such a cruel fate, 

Will be the scorn of all mankind— 
The object of its hate. 

Thou needst no one to pity thee, 
Nor e’en thy beauties tell, 

For thou art now in heaven, and he 
Will languish deep in hell. 


In heaven thou long wilt be extolled, 
For there no Ed.s are found; 

What matters it if thou wert sold 
For half-a-cent ajpound? 

A little grave for thee I ’ll deck 
Beside Aonian mounts— 

Though even now thou grace the neck 
Of one of Humbert’s counts. 


Farewell! May heaven thy joys enhance! 
For though thy life be fled 

Thou ’st given me a noble chance 
For paying back an Ed.! 

And through my life at thought of thee 
My heart will fondly swell: 

Thy memory is dear to me— 
Farewell, my pome, farewell! 


Rochester, Feb. 26th, 1883. THETUS. 








Answers for the Anrions. 





HASELTINE.—She is laying the foundations for her 
Easter bonnet. 

W. L. S.—Thanks, numerously, for both confection- 
ery and warbling. 

C. D. T.—-Much obliged, but can’t use it. Send an 
express-wagon for it if you want it back. 

THETUs.—All right; much obliged; sail in. It is a 
little early; but superfluous antecedency is preferable to 
superabundant subsequency, as Dr. Johnson remarked 
to Boswell when the servant woke him up at four o’clock 
in the morning to catch the noon train. 

DALT WHEELMAN.—Now, dear boy, it’s very nice; 
but you know we can’t print as original anything that 
has even had the bloom rubbed off it in another paper. 
Let us murmur in your soft auricular, on that point we 
are particular, for originality quite a stickular. 

RALPH L.—We have had several reverses in our brief 


yet checkered career, and the sunshine of our life’s hap- | 


piness has at times been obscured by the clouds of dis- 
trust and contumely; but this is the first time that we 
have received a contribution written on manifold paper, 
and our sensitive heart keenly feels the pang. 


PUCK AT THE PLAY-HOUSE. 
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*¢ Joshua Whitcomb” is to be found at HAVERLY’s 
BROOKLYN THEATRE, and, as a natural corollary, Mr. 
Denman Thompson is likewise to be discovered there 
with very little search. Thatcher, Primrose and West’s 
Minstrels, who style themselves the best troupe in exist- 
ence, are now at NIBLO’s GARDEN, engaged in the pro- 
cess of proving their claim to superiority over all others. 
Mr. Bartley Campbell is once more to the front at HAv- 
ERLY’S FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE. The romantic 
play of ‘* Siberia” is the cause of this forward move- 
ment. The piece, as the name suggests, is Russian and 
frigid; but there is plenty of warm, human sympathy and 
excitement meandering through it. 

Salvini, at the ACADEMY OF Music, triumphed as 
usual last week, winning, especially by his original per- 
formance of King Lear, many hundreds of new friends. 
His Othello has lost none of its tremendous vigor and 
fire, and we don’t see how it is likely to do so for the 
next twenty-five years. Miss Adele Belgarde distin- 
guished herself in the cast by good reading, graceful car- 
riage and sympathetic style. ‘* Monte Cristo,” at BooTH’s 
THEATRE, draws crowded houses every night; and James 
O’Neill, Katherine Rogers and Mile. Adele Cornalba— 
with the grand ballet-—all come in for their full share of 
admiration and applause. 

«¢ Seven-twenty-eight; or, Casting the Boomerang,” 
is Mr. Daly’s latest adaptation from the Teutonic, at La- 
Ly’s THEATRE. It was played for the first time on 
Saturday night last. Lecocaq’s opera, ‘* Heart and Hand,”’ 
at the Biyou OperA House, will be succeeded, next 
week, by Gunter’s musical comedy, entitled «« The Dime 
Novel.” HENDERSON’s STANDARD THEATRE is at pres- 
ent engaged in giving another version of « Heart and 
Hand,” entitled «« Micaela.” It is mounted and equipped 
with the STANDARD’s usual care, and ought to be suc- 
cessful. 

It is not often that New York is favored with such a 
well-trained corps of singers as the Boston Ideal Opera 
Company, who are now delighting audiences at the 
FIFTH AVENUE THEATRE with a number of popular 
and eminently tuneful operas. ‘The Mascot,” to-night; 
to-morrow, ‘‘ Patience;” Friday, ‘The Pirates of Pen- 
zance.” ‘*McSorley’s Inflation’? does not budge an 
inch at the THEATRE COMIQUE, and Messrs. Harrigan 
and Hart are prepared to verify our statement on oath. 
** Old Shipmates,” by R. G. Morris, is the drama that is 
interesting COSMOPOLITAN THEATRE audiences. ‘* Young 
Mrs. Winthrop ” shows no sign of moving from her pres- 
| ent lodgings at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, and 
we await the first of May with anxiety. 

Neither do Birch, Hamilton and Backus’s SAN FRAN- 
CIscO MINSTRELS, where the new burlesque, “ Mother 
Goose and the Golden Eggs” has taken, apparently, an 
| interminable lease. Mr. Frank Mayo is now appearing 
| at the GRAND OPERA House in a revival of « The 
| Streets of New York.” It affords a good opportunity to 
compare the old, realistic melodrama with the newer 
and more sensational article. ‘* The Silver King,” at 
WALLACK’s, is fast turning all who are interested in its 
yield of profits into silver kings. This is an obvious joke, 
but it has the merit of being true. We almost tire of 
stating that «* The Queen’s Lace Handkerchief” is to be 
seen and heard every night at the beauteously Oriental 
CASINO; but the statement is true, and we didn’t have to 
dive to the bottom of a well to get at it. 





It is over. The blazing lights, the variegated and 

| glittering costumes, the sensuous music and the gorgeous 

procession of the Arion Ball have vanished in a single 

night like the baseless fabric of a vision, to be realized 

again next year, with more grandeur, beauty and suc- 
cess—if that were possible. 


Puck’s PANTHEON OF PROMINENT POLITICIANS AND 

| POPULAR PROFESSIONAL PEOPLE. 

With Twenty-one Illustrations. | See PuCK’s ANNUAL. 
Price Twenty-five Cents. For Sale Everywhere. 





























THE END Of ! 
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BLIND TO HIS OWN INTERESTS. 


TURNING THE STREAM AWAY, 





‘‘Gentlemen,”’ in- 
terposed the Chief: 
“this stops right 
here, or you will 
think that John L. 
Sullivan has taken 
editorial charge of 
this paper. Society, 
don’t stir up deli- 
cate questions, I am 
thinking of getting 
engaged myself. 
Goat, you are fined 
twenty-five cents for 
using a Punch joke, 
vintage of 1849. 
And I wish this staff 
distinctly to under- 
stand that even if I 
have eaten three 
glasses of beer and 
four plates of calf’s- 
head 4a la poulette, I 
retain all my pris- 
tine vigor and can 
see to read without 
glasses.” 

A face looked in 
at the open door, a 
verysolemn, gloomy 
face, wherein a 
tender resignation 
struggled with an 
overwhelming and 
chronic sorrow and 
an insatiable and 
unnatural hunger. 
It was the Foreman, 

“There ain’t a 
line of copy in,” he 
said: “and there’s 
only one page made 
up on this form. 








A SYMPOSIUM. 


The Office Goat had been watching the dark 
cardiral cavity of the Assyrian Pup’s open mouth 
all the day, and now at last he made one brave 
buck at it and got his horns tangled in the gums 
of the patient gaper. The Goat Editor flew to 
the aid of his trusty charger, and extricated him 
with some difficulty and much profanity. Then 
the child of Theocritus sank back in his chair 
and sighed and yawned. 

It was the languid hour after luncheon. The 
peace of repletion was on all the staff, and it 
was evident to the dullest intellect that not a 
member cared a bogus continental whether 
school kept or not. ‘There was not so much as 
a Puckering in the whole crowd. The Society 
Editor wrapped around his delicate feet an 
afghan worked for him by one of his patrician 
feminine slaves, and ran his eye, or rather walked 
his eye over the columns of the Home Journal, 
uttering a dainty groan whenever he came across 
the announcement of an engagement. 

“Why don’t 7 get engaged ?” he inquired, 
with a large sinking-fund of contemptuous re- 
proach in his tones: “I have opportunities 
enough, heaven knows—” and he toyed care- 
lessly with a cream-colored London-square en- 
velope that lay upon his desk—* without flatter- 
ing myself, I may say that I am fairly gorged 
with opportunities, yet I manage to refrain. 
Why ?” 

“ Because you’re afraid of a breach-of-promise 
suit,’ suggested the Goat Editor. 

“You talk too much,” returned the Society 
Editor, sternly: “altogether too much, Will 
you have done with this disgusting chaff? Do 
you wish me to leave the room ?”’ 

* Well, rather,’? said the Goat Editor, un- 
abashed. ‘You don’t want to take the room 
away with you, do you?” 








Are we going to skip 
a week, or does the paper suspend publica- 
tion?” 

“Tf you’ll take that funeral out of your face,” 
said the Chief: “I'll give you about half-a-ton 
of copy in exactly nine-and-a-half minutes.” 

“‘ Nine-and-a-half ?”? repeated the Foreman, 
with a weary doubt in his expression: “TI’ll be 
back in nine-and-a-half miputes, then.” 

And he vanished. Nobody ever saw that 
Foreman coming or going. He either is there 
or he isn’t, and he mostly is. That is more 
than can be said for the copy. 

“T suppose,” hazarded the Chief: “that 
none of you gentlemen has any literature con- 
cealed about his person ?” , 

No reply was made to this. None was ex- 
pected. The Chief went to the pigeon-holes, 
and pulled out a handful of manuscripts. 

‘I have here,’? he observed: “about half-a- 
gross of poems on the approaching season—”’ 

“‘T have here,” interrupted the Society Edi- 
tor: “my resignation, awaiting only my sig- 
nature. The signature will be affixed if any 
one of those poems goes into this paper. Please 
remember that I have a social reputation to 
preserve, outside this office.” 

“ Hm-m-m,”’ the Chief mused: “I shall need 
you after Easter. Very well. Here is an article 
on ‘ Midnight Music ’—” 

“T know,” broke inthe Goat Editor: ‘ Voices 
of the Night, Thomas’s Orchestra, boot-jacks. 
I’ve seen something of the kind before.” 

“It seems familiar to me, too, somehow,”’’ 
said the Chief: ‘ Well—ah, here is a little 
sketch on the subject of shaking carpets. It 
describes how a wife directs her husband while 
he is trying to shake a carpet, and how the dust 
gets down the back of his neck, and how—”’ 

“ Alpheus!”’ wailed the Society Editor to the 
Office-boy: “get me my vaporizer and the 
ylang-ylang jug as quickly as possible. Is this 





| country sunk in hopeless degradation and pov- 


erty? Are there no classes where the heads of 
the families are not obliged to put up their own 
stoves and shake their own carpets and roll 
barrels of potatos down into their own ceilars ?” 

“Don’t know,” said the Chief: “if there 
are; the professional humorists don’t appear to 
have got the entrée there yet. Here’s a parody 
on a little poem of Leigh Hunt’s. It begins: 

‘ Abou Ben Butler, may his tribe increase—’ ” 

“And yet they hang only murderers,” said 
the Goat Editor, reflectively. 

‘“« There’s an article here on the Yellow Dog-—”’ 

“That comes in my province,” the Goat 
Editor chipped in: ‘ The dog is only an unde- 
veloped goat. Have I any privileges and pre- 
rogatives in this office, or have I not ?” 

“You appear to have the privilege of mak- 
ing a large noise and the prerogative of putting 
your feet on my desk,” said the Chief: ‘and 
while, as a rule, ] am an accommodating man, 
I object to having my blotting-pad desecrated 
with a pair of Chicago basements—”’ 

The Goat Editor hastily tucked his feet away 


in the shadow of the ormolu cuspidor, and the. 


Chief went gn: 

“A humorous description of the new fash- 
ionable dances which has been sent in by a so- 
ciety swell in Keokuk might do—” 

“When there is any dancing done in this 
office, I do it,” said the S. E., meaningly. 

“Your specialties,’ commented the Chief: 
“are the war dance and the Duggan kick. 
What do you say to an article pitching into the 
Broadway stages ?” 

“T know,” said the Goat Editor: “That ar- 
ticle was written by an Englishman, imported 
last month—a great big, slab-cheeked English- 
man, with whiskers away up under his ears and 
rings all over his fingers and his coat-tails two 
feet up his spine—kind of man that ought to 
be taken out and larded about once a month. 
Isn’t there a Latin quotation in it, and some- 
thing about ‘no other civilized city on the hab- 
itable globe’ ?” 

“No,” the Chief replied: “but there is a 
reference to ‘boasted progress.’ Well, here’s 
something about a church fair—”’ 

“Church fairs,” said the Society Editor: 
“are out of fashion among the upper classes—” 

“ Look here!”’ burst out the Chief: “I’m not 
going to put up any more manuscripts to be 
knocked out by you two réciprocating-action 
kickers. The genial humorists of this bound- 
less continent can’t satisfy you, can’t they? 
Very well, chip in yourselves, Mr. Goat, oblige 
me by writing two columns of reply to an 
imaginary correspondent by the name of Es- 
meralda, criticising the poetry which she is 
supposed to have sent you, and of which you 
write the samples yourself. And you, Mr. So- 
ciety, will kindly let your brilliant wit coruscate 
in a scathing article on the Coaching Club and 
the folly of aping British fashions. And hustle 
your convoluted brains, both of you.” 

“And you?” inquired the Goat Editor. 

“‘T,”? said. the Chief, as he stretched himself 
upon the satin-wood sofa, luxuriously uphol- 
stered in horse-hair, and drew under his head 
the downy silken cushion worked by one of the 
Society Editor’s myriad victims: “I am going 
to cast my lily-like person into the arms of 
Morpheus, and let my snowy spirit wander 
hand in hand with poppy-crowned Persephone 
through the dreamy vistas of the under-world. 
And if any man balances the paste-pot on my 
alabaster forehead, as some miscreant did the 
last time I varied the monotony of my labors 
with a nap, he will learn the origin and deriva- 
tion of the word blizzard, with practical illus- 
trations drawn from life. Now, gentlemen, to 
your labors, I bid you a genteel ta-ta.” 

And the blue-veined eyelids closed, and he 
was lulled to sleep by the scratching of the pens 
of the assiduous minions, 
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FUN WITH A LOOKING-GLASS. 





It was Saturday, and the Dumpsey boys, 
Johnny and Willie, were necessarily spending 
their holiday at home, in the house, as it was 
too cold and windy to be out. They got along 
very well until about an hour after breakfast, 
feeding the dogs and the goat and the hens, 
and looking over their old stock of chipmunk- 
skins, birds’ heads and wings and other treas- 
ures of summer venery; but then there came a 
period of intolerable ennui. 

“Qh, dear,” sighed Johnny, getting into the 
big rocking-chair and flinging his legs over the 
arms: “I’m sick of nothin’ to do. Say, ma, 
what shall I do ?”” 

‘* Ma, when will summer come ?”’ piped Willie, 
in the same querulous tone. 

Mrs. Dumpsey made no reply. She was used 
to questions of this sort, and knew perfectly 
well that they neither provided for nor ad- 
mitted of any answer. Besides, she was getting 
ready to go to a funeral, and all her mind was 
engrossed upon arranging her new bonnet to 
match her seal-skin sacque. She sat in thought- 
ful quandary, pulling out a flower here and in- 
serting a plume there, and then leaning back 
with bended brows to note the effect. 

“Ma, whose fun’ral is going to be to-day— 
eh?” 

“Um, um—yes, I guess so—don’/ bother me!” 

“Say, ma, can | bring Yibbie into the 
kitchen—ma ?”” 

(Yibbie was Willie Dumpsey’s goat.) 

“If I only had a little piece of plush to put 
right there, now!’ exclaimed Mrs. Dumpsey, 
with a yearning expression upon her care-worn 
face. 

“ Ma-a-a!”” 

“ Well, what do you want ?” 

Mrs. Dumpsey sat bolt upright and clasped 
her hands. 

“Can I bring Yibbie into the kitchen ?” 

‘And smell up the dinner so we can taste it 
for a week? No, sir, you can’t bring Yibbie 
into the kitchen. It’s as much as we can do to 
live with two dogs and a cat in the house, now.” 

Mrs. Dumpsey returned to the contemplation 
of her bonnet, and Willie 





the funeral. 
spiration, 
the hall for twenty minutes in a state of mind 
bordering on frenzy. 


Mr. Dumpsey was bathed in per- 


“They’re feelin’ good to go to a fun’ral, | 


ain’t they ?”? asked Willie, as the boys watched 
“the folks” trotting along together out of the 
yard. 


“Ma’s seal-skin ’s got a great white spot on | 
the flap,” commented Johnny, with appre- | 


ciative satisfaction. 

“Yes; I guess she brushed against Yibbie’s 
meal-bag, in the storm-house. I had the feed- 
man leave it there yesterday, and I hain’t had 
time to take it out to the barn yet. Say, John- 
nydab” (this was Willie’s retaliation for “ Will- 
yum”); “where’s that fun we was goin’ to 
have ?” 

“ Well, Pll tell you, Willyum. I was readin’, 


yesterday, that all sorts of animals act different | 
when you show ’em ’emselves in a lookin’-glass. 

Some gets mad, some wants to play with ’em- | 
selves, some runs away, and some acts just like | 


persons. 
do, eh?” 

“ Let’s!”’ cried Willie: ‘“ That’s a bully good 
thought of yours, Johnnydab. I guess you’re 
goin’ to be somethin’ besides a girl-feller, after 
all ?” 

As this last was in the form of a question, 
implying a residuum of doubt on the part of 
the speaker, Johnny did not take it as an un- 
mitigated compliment. He made no reply, but 
proceeded to unfold his plans in detail. 


Let’s try ours, and see what they’ll 


“We'll use the big glass in ma’s dressin’- | 


room, I guess—that’ll show ’em up life-size, 
you know. We’ll begin with the hens. We 
can fetch ’em right up here, one at a time; and 


then we'll try the dogs; and then the cat; and | 


then we’ll take the lookin’-glass down into the 
barn and try Yibbie. You fetch up your rooster 
first, will you, and I'll be fixin’ a little basis of 
operations here while you’re gone.” 

Johnny sauntered into his mother’s dressing- 
room, and began to arrange his “ basis,’”’ while 
Willie ran down to the hen-house in a state of 
great jubilation and excitement. 


He had been walking up and down | 


| 

frosted patriarch of the flock broke upon the 
keen air, and announced the approach of the 
| first victim, Johnny had swept pin-cushions, 
ribbons, jewelry-boxes, rings, switches, hair- 
pins, powder-rags, collars, ties, veils, cuffs, gar- 
ters, frizzes, bangs, shoe-strings, nail-pairings 
and bits of lace into the top drawer of the 
bureau, and left a clear space in front of the 
glass for the various animals which were to be 
introduced to themselves. 

Nearer and nearer came the wild cries of 
distress—up the front stairs, through the hall, 
echoing strangely in the quiet house. 

Bridget put her head out of the kitchen win- 
dow, and shook her fist at a butcher’s boy on 
the opposite side of the square. 

“Twist the nick of ’im!”’ she cried: 
a fun’ral down yonder.” 

The boys shut all the doors, and attempted 
to quiet the excited fowl. Gradually his sus- 
picions of foul play subsided, and he ceased 
his wild outcry, and began to look inquisitively 

at his surroundings, bobbing his featherless and 
| weather-beaten head this way and that, as if he 
| couldn’t see anything without discharging a 
| glance at it with a catapultic action of the 
| neck. 


“ There’s 


**Now’s the time to put him on the bureau!” 


cried Johnny. 

So Willie hastened up and set the dangling 
legs of the rooster on the marble slab. ‘The 
bird tottered for a moment, as though not hav- 
ing fully recovered his balance—then straight- 
ened up, lifted his head and looked in the 
glass. In an instant the few feathers left on 
_ his neck stuck out like bristles, his wings as- 
| sumed the warlike droop, his breast swelled like 
| a prize-fighter’s, and his eyes were fastened 
upon the cock in the glass with a fiery alertness 
that was only equaled by the eyes of his re- 
flected antagonist. 

“Ohokey! ain’t it fun!’ yelled the boys, 
slapping their knees in ecstasy. 

Just then the venerable patriarch of the flock 
| attempted to perform a manceuvre which is 
| known, in the tactics of cock-fighting, as ‘“spur- 
| ring,” but his feet slipped prematurely on the 


| 
| 
| 
| 
\ 


] 


ha 


By the time the mournful squawks of the | marble, and he came down, in a very ungrace- 





sniveled. 

“ Come, my dear, we must 
be ready in fifteen minutes!” 
cried Mr. Dumpsey, from 
the bed-room, where he was 
struggling with a refractory 
collar-button, which slipped 
down inside of his shirt-bo- 
som as he spoke. Mrs. D. gaz- 
ed at the clock, and made a 
dive for her boudoir. 

“ Oh, say, Willyum,” cried 
Johnny (he always called 
his brother “Willyum” in 
full, because it made him 
mad): “we'll have some fun 
when the folks get off.” 

This was another peculiar- 
ity of nomenclature in the 
Dumpsey family. The child- 
ren all called their father 
and mother “ the folks.” 

“What’ll we do?” com- 
plained Willie: “They won’t 
let us do nothin’.”’ 

“You'll see,” replied his 
brother, mysteriously. 

And thereupon he picked 
up a book and pretended to 
be so deeply absorbed in its 
contents that he could not 
attend to “ Willyum’s” queer 
questions. 

In thirty-five minutes Mrs. 
Dumpsey was ready to go to 
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ful manner, upon his tail, This dis- | 
concerted him so much that he | 
promptly hopped off the bureau, with | 
a terrified cackle, and fled under | 
the bed. The boys dragged him | 
out and set him before the glass | 
again, but he was so excited and | 
flustered that he could only expostu- 
late and kick, and no amount of 
coaxing or soothing could calm his 
wits sufficiently to make him aware’ 
of the presence of his rival in the 
glass. So he was hustled back to 
the hen-house, and several members | 
of his harem brought up instead. | 
But they acted so very tamely in 
the presence of their counterfeit | 
presentments that the boys were | 
disgusted, and promptly exchanged | 
them for the dogs. 

Now, there were two dogs, as we 


of the boys—a little mongrel spaniel, 
aged, pettish and cowardly to the 
last extreme, and a great, over- | 
grown, clumsy, good-natured and | 
generally idiotic specimen of dog- 

flesh, who would take a bone from | 
his own mother, if he knew who | 
she was—not from spite, but sim- | 
ply because he_preferred to have | 
the bone—and whose chief delight 

was to sit and howl at other dogs as | 
they went by, and run bristling un- 
der a pile of old boards and bar- 
rels when they came into the yard. 

These two dogs came bounding 
up-stairs, delighted to be admitted 
to forbidden precincts and the so- 
ciety of their young masters at the 
same time. 

The querulous little spaniel was 
first lifted up to view his picture in 
the glass. The minute his feet 
touched the marble, and he saw a 
member of the canine tribe with 








THE LENTEN SEASON 


Betnc A DULL ONE, THEATRICAL MANAGERS WouLD Do WELL To USE— 


“ Willyum” was found, after long 
search, in the soiled linen closet. 
Seeing castigation inevitable, he 
unfolded the whole story. 

Mr. Dumpsey was summoned, and 
performed his duty in the usual per- 
functory manner upon both boys; 
and then the family went down to 
dinner. PauL PastTNor. 








One may be pardoned, after perusing 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883, for breaking 
away from the conventional and stereotyped 
notice usually awarded to almanacs and 
Christmas periodicals. From cover to cover 
Puck’s ANNUAL is a thing of joy, a kalei- 





doscope of ever-changing mirth, beautifully 
| illustrated, rippling with wit as variegated 
| as the myriad shapes of the female figure 

on a matinée day, and changing in color 
| like a rainbow mated with a first-class 
chameleon. The title-page, by Keppler, is 
| 





superior to any specimen of the printer’s 
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Puck’s PATENT WAx-FIGURES FOR EMPTY PROSCENIUM BOXES. 
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art that we ever saw outside of United 
States Bonds. Illumined by J. Keppler, 
F. Opper, B. Gillam, F. Graetz, E. Bisbee 
and F. Schliessbach, that part of the work 
is beyond criticism. Our friend, V. Hugo 
Dusenbury, /. ?., contributes a very clever 
jingle to accompany the ANNUAL, and the 
entire staff, together with many anonymous 
contributors, have done their best: to make 
Puck’s ANNUAL perfect.—San Francisco 
News-Letter. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883 comes to our 
table full of good things, both of pen and 
pencil, prose and poetry, humor and sar- 
castic wit. Since PUCK first made his ini- 
| tial cheep among the older chicks in the 
| journalistic poultry-yard, he has, by sheer 
worth, striking cartoons and pungent para- 
graphs, won for himself a first place in the 
ranks of the hearts of the American public. 
The ANNUAL is an acquisition to the table 
| or shelf, and will serve to while away an 
| hour pleasantly, and brush away the cob- 





webs from the tired brain with many a 
| hearty laugh. Keppler, Opper, Gillam, 
| Graetz, Bisbee and Schliessbach are the 

artists, with choice specimens from the pens 
of Edward Wick, V. H. Dusenbury, ?. P., 
R. K. Munkittrick, H. C. Dodge and other 








whom he was not aware of ever 
having made terms of perpetual peace, a trem- 
bling seized upon him; his ears drooped, his 


tail withdrew between his legs, and he was like | 


to have collapsed with deadly fear, had not 
Johnny Dumpsey, his master, compassionately 
and somewhat sheepishly, lifted him down up- 
on the floor again. 

“ Put up your old calf,” he said, spitefully, 
in answer to Willie’s quiet smile. 

“Come ahead and help, then,” retorted Wil- 
lie, endeavoring to raise his fawning pet and 
keep his face turned away from the animal’s 
damp kisses at the same time. 

The two boys labored for quite a while at 
the inert but unresisting mass, and finally suc- 
ceeded in raising it, all sprawling and squirm- 
ing, to the height of the bureau and tumbling 
it over sidewise against the looking-glass. The 
uncouth animal got upon his feet, in an ex- 
tremely good-natured mood, with that peculiar 
half-fawning, half-amused cast of countenance 
which formed his habitual expression in the so- 
ciety of friends, and suddenly caught sight of 
himself in the glass. The surprise depicted on 
his face, and reflected in the glass, set the boys 
into transports of laughter. Every separate 
hair, from his nose to his tail, stood up straight, 
and a low half-whine and half-growl proceeded 
from his throat. 

Just at this moment, in his -excitement, he 
made a little move forward, and the dog in the 
glass, of course, did likewise. 

This settled the matter. With a whine of 
terror, Willie’s pet leaped from the bureau, 
knocking down his young master in his wild 
career, plunged against the door, which opened 
before him, and went howling and barking 
down-stairs. There they subsequently found 


| him, ensconced behind the hat-rack, from which 
| he had shaken every hat and garment, in his 
violent endeavors to squeeze between that piece 
_of furniture and the wall. 

“Let’s try Yibbie, now!” cried the delighted 
boys. So they unscrewed the mirror from its 
frame, and took it out secretly to the barn. 
There they set it on top of a low box, leaning 
against the wall, and Willie went and untied 
his goat and brought him out. At first Yibbie 
didn’t see the point, and went nibbling around 
in the straw, dragging his master with him. 
But suddenly another goat started into sight! 
Yibbie pricked up his ears, stamped his foot, 
and tossed his head up and down, and the goat 
in the glass did likewise. 

“Oh, see!” cried the delighted boys: “ Yib- 
bie is bowing to himself in the glass!’’ 

Suddenly Willie started forward with unex- 
pected swiftness; there was a momentary patter 
of six rapidly-moving feet on the barn floor, 
and then a terrible crash. When Willie picked 
himself up, he saw Yibbie careering around the 
barn, with the frame of the looking-glass over 
his neck—but Johnny was nowhere to be seen. 

Mr. and Mrs. Dumpsey returned from the 
funeral at noon. Mrs. Dumpsey was not in a 
cheerful mood. ‘The principal plume of her 
bonnet had fallen in the church aisle, as she 
and Mr. Dumpsey were being ushered to a seat, 
and a lady of her acquaintance had pointed 
out the white spot on her sacque. She ran, as 
soon as she got home, to look at herself in the 
glass. It was gone! 

Johnny sat, whistling, in the next room. 

“ Where’s the looking-glass, Johnny ?” 

“ Willyum’s goat broke it.”” (Cheerful, bird- 
like warbling.) 








famous writers.— Rochester Post-Express. 

Puck sends us its ANNUAL for 1883, and it is a good 
one. The professor’s directions to girls who wanted to 
learn to whistle were, ** Prepare to pucker;’’ so when we 
get Puck or any of its ANNALS we prepare to Puck-er 
our lips for a hearty laugh. The ANNUAL is richly illus- 
trated by the combined artistic talent of the Puck force, 
while the literature is furnished by the Puck staff and 
other humorists. It contains ‘* Love’s Message,’”’ ‘ Pina- 
foric Visitor,” ‘‘ First Snowfall,” ‘* Pantheon of Promi- 
nent Politicians,” etc. The humor for each month is 
rich of itself.— Colorado Independent. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1883 is the most extravagantly 
first-class twenty-five cents’ worth of humor and comic 
illustrations ever published; 125 pages of sketches in 
prose and poetry, and 1oo illustrations by Keppler, Op- 
per and others.— 7exas Siflings. 

CASTORIA. 
When the milk curdles, baby will cry, 
When fever sets in, baby may die, 
When nei has pains at dead uf night, 
Household alarmed, father in a plight; 


Then good mothers learn without delay 
That CASTORIA cures by night and day. 








People will not be so very foolish that they will allow themselves to be 
deceived with a new Cough Syrup when they have experienced the value 
of Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup for many years. Price, 25 cents. 

ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sole Manufactory: Belfast, Ireland. 











THE AUTOMATIC DOG. 
A Clear Case for Mr. Henry Bergh’s S. P. C. A. 
[ With Illustration.] 
See Puck’s ANNUAL. Price Twenty-five Cents, 





PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 





‘hey are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as #0 holes are punched through them. 
Will always lie open, even when full. Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. Price 
$1.00. By mail to any part of the United States or Can- 
ada, $1.25. KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 

21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 
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GUARD AGAINST 


THE EFFECT OF 


BAD WATER! 


We recommend 
all MINERS and 
TRAVELERS to 


carry and use 


BROWN GINGER 


The GENUINE 
article known 
ever here in 
the orld—has 
been made for50 





FRED. BROWN. 





KEEP’S SHIRTS. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS, 
COLLARS, CUFFS, UNDERWEAR, GLOVES, NECK- 
WEAR, HOSIERY, UMBRELLAS, &ce., &c. 





Descriptive Circulars, containing samples and directions for 
self-measurements, mailed free, 
Address all letters to headquarters of 


KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


640 Broadway, New York, 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


ALL STYLES AND ALL KINDS OF GOODS FOR 
OVERCOATS, 
Light and Heavy Weight, and in All Colors, Made to Order, from $20. 
620 BROADWAY, Near Houston St., 
And 189 to 151 Bowery, between Grand and Broome Sts. 
Samples, with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT, with Fash- 


ion Book, sent free by mail everywhere. Branch stores in all prin- 
cipal cities. 


$5 to $20 | a4 rs Oo. Portland, Maine worth $5 free. Address 











‘THis was a club dialogue and its sequel: 

Q.—* What are you smoking ?”’ 

A.— An imported Havana.” 

Q.—* How much does it cost ?”’ 

A.—‘A quarter.” 

Q.-—“ How many do you smoke a day?” 

A.—“ Half-a-dozen.”’ 

Q.—* How long have you smoked ?” 

A.—* Thirty years,” 

Advice—“ My friend, with that amount of 
moriey you could have bought a house on 
Fifth Avenue.”’ 

The parties quitted the Brunswick, and 
strolled up-town, As they €ame near the 
Windsor the smoker asked:. 

Q.—* You never smoke ?”’ 

A.—* Never,” F 

Sarcastic reply— “Then point out your 
house.””— Music and Drama, 

A DispatcH from Bloomington, IIl., says: 
“At five this morning an earthquake was dis- 
tinctly felt and heard in this vicinity.’ Sena- 
tor Davis was an early riser.—Chicago Tribune, 

A Detroit architect has calls from nine 
different cities. He estimated the cost of a 
certain building at $14,000, and it was finished 
for $11,000.—Detroit Free Press. 





What two words in the English language have brought the most 
peace, comfort, health aad joy to the |.omes and firesides of Amer- 
ica? ‘*Hop Bitters” are these words. 

Angostura Bitters are éndorsed by all the leading physi- 
cians and chemists for their purity and wholesomeness. Beware 
of counterfeits, and ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, prepared by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


BAUS PIANOS 


racy ma in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. Uasy 
arerooms: 26 W. 23r St,, a > 











STERBROOK’S PENS.) 


ALL THE POPULAR STYLES, 





I asseeemee ti anien ecnesemeitinetes inndiciaienicenltanieedinondiaimeniaateiendiinaiinineeeatiomeenaiaian caliente 
it "OVER THE GARDEN WALL” and 100 other 
= pea and Ballads, words and music for 16c. 

TTEN & CO., 47 ” Barclay Street, N. Y. 


De CKER 


MATOHLESS PIANOS; 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


THE AU'TOPHONE. 


For Grown People and Children. 
THE FINEST AND CHEAPEST AUTOMATIC MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENT EVER OFFERED. 

This Instrument, containing 22 Notes 
(6m re than is contained i: any other 
like instrument), is unequalled for dura- 
bility, power and sweetness of tone. 

Larger sizes for House, Lodge and 
Chapel, contain 32 Notes. 

Send for Circular and Catalogue of 
Music. 


The Autophone Co., 


ITHACA, N. Y¥. 
CANVASSERS WANTED, 


THE ORGUINETTE 

















Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC. PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 
{T IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 

a Pipe Organs Pianos and. and Reed Organs may ali be seen 
rating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 138th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co, 


Sole Manuiacturers and Patentees, @@> Send for Circular 











MAMET Abed DRUGGIsT 
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NEW YORK, 1883. 








A MILLION A WEEK. 


‘Yo THR Bustngss Pustic:—The subjoined table shows the total circulation of the several editions of ‘Tnx Sun for 1882, 
s compared with the corresponding figures of the preceding year: 


1882. 


Daily, . . =. . . #4678,686 
Sunday, . . =. . 7,414,114 
Weekly, . . . . 3,443,260 

Total, . ... .85,536,030 


Five million more Suns were bought and read in 1882 than in 1881, 


during the whole of the past year was: 
Daily, - 
Sunday, 
Weekly, - - - 


Tue Sun has advertising space to sell, 
than in the blanket sheets, 
advertisement in THe Sun, costin 
cheapest and most efficient mcde 


hence a few lines in its columns will serve to attract the widest attention. 
-—_ 2 dollars, reaches over half a million readers. 
a at ing publicity’ and procuring customers anywhere obtainable. 


18sl1. 


Daily,. . . . . 939,701,161 


Sunday,. . . . . 7,037,604 
Weekly, . . . . 9,498,154 
Total, . . . .80,236,919 


‘The average circulation of the several editions 


-  -143,200 
141,810 
- 66,216 


From its compact form an advertisement in THe Sun is more readily seen 


A five line 
This is unquestionably the 


ADVERTISING RATES. 


In Daily and ~~ Editions the | of rw gee 
ents on ird page, 


Reading Notices One Dollar and Fifty 


per Agate line, 
In Weekly Edition the price is Fift 


preferred positions Seventy-five Cents to Two Dollar: 


s per 


THE SUN, 166, 168 & 170 Nassau Street, New York City. = 


is Forty Cents per Agate line. 
and Tw Fi 


Large type Eighty Cents. 


o dollars and Fifty Cents on first and second pages, 


Cents_per line “4 Agate space, without extra charge for large type. For 


ee 





















































PUCK. 





THE NEW ENGLAND ORGAN COMPANY’S 


Famous Cabinet Organs. 
CHIEF OFFICES: 1197--9 WASHINGTON ST. BOSTON, MASS., U.S. A 


Universally Admitted as the Best. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES MAILED FREE TO APPLICANTS. 








1883 MODEL WORKING 1883 


TOY ENGINES AND FIGURES. 


We send Engine, Figures, Pulleys, Belt, etc., all complete as per 
cut, and in working order, by mail for $1. _~ Our complete Cata- 
logue, 196 large pages, 4,000 illustrations, by mail, 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 
Nos. 126, 128 & 130 Nassau Street, New York. 








TOs A 


AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY , Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 





DECKER’S 





POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warran perior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy hg 





second-hand tables always on hand. 
WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 
“ THE MOST 


Cxtensive Manufacturers of Billiard Yables in the World 





The I. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY, 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years. 
Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK, 





MARTINGALE. RINGS, 
BRUSHES 


RUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 


COMP. IVORY MFG. CO. 
eueme A, - } aa St. 








A MAN in Lawrence offered a prize to any 
one who would decipher a note in his posses- 
sion written by Horace Greeley. Several per- 
sons tackled the chirography, which looked 
like a quotation from a Chinese paper run 
through a sausage-cutter. One man submitted 
this as the result of his labors: “ Doughnuts 
fried in lard causes indigestion, badly.” An- 
other offered this: “Idiots laugh at Abolition- 
ists, you bet.”” A third claimed the prize with 
this effort: “ I’d knock the stuffin’ outen him 
if he was my offspring ;”’ and a young lady was 
positive it read: “ Sparking Sunday night is a 
wholesome occupation.” The owner of the 
note was chairman of a lecture committee in 
1870, and the hieroglyphics, when translated 
by an expert, read: “1 do not intend to lecture 
this winter. Yrs., etc., H. Greeley.”,—Norristown 
Herald. 


No MATTER how many feet below zero the 
mercury descends, the man who does a good 
deal of talking through the telephone never 
wears ear-muffs.—N. J’. Commercial Advertiser. 





*,*“It is a great art todo the right thing at the 
right time.’? The person subject to derangement 
of thekidneys or liver hasa protective duty to per- 
form in purchasing a package of Kidney-Wort. It 
invigorates these organs and by its catharticand 
diuretic effect, cleanses the system of all bad 
humors. 


tate 
THE BIGGEST THING OUT esmierssy, 
SMU QOUEBER) / (GLH. Wid 


A NE I eS SRE BEA A EEE RITE SI EER Ra 
WEEK. $12 a day at h easily made, Cost] fit fr 
$722 Address, True & Co., r) Augusta, Maine. aie ss 





We tae or So owy by: mail 25 cents. 
ine Street, N, Y. 
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| PEARLS +t: MOUTH | 
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|BEAUTY & FRAGRANCE| 


ARE COMMUNICATED TO THE MOUTH BY 


$OZODONT, 


renders the teeth wurr, the gums rosy 
saa‘ the breath swerr. It  chevoushly, removes 
tartar from the teeth and prevents decay. 
SOLD BY DRUGGISTS, 











PreFerrep By Leapinc Artists. 
Salesrcom: 149—155 E, 14th Street, N. Y. 


Send one, , three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


KT A TOEES 


for the Million. 


assortment in the World from the smallest to the largest 
“Gold Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—al 
Bangl . Bi wd ‘Cutt Butte vptuds ime = wi —~ 4 
igie Bracelets, Cu a uds, etc., at prices in reac! 
rings, Also, b ins in he apy 
An article of Pockets the most suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price list free. 363 Canal Street, New York. 


Geo, B, Cluett, Bro, & Co,’s 
Larest Crown Cova, 


HeiGuT 1n Front, 23. 
Heicut 1n Back, 1%. 


SOLD BY: LEADING DEALERS. 


ARNHEIM 


THE TAILOR, 
190 and 192 BOWERY, Cor SPRING ST. 
GREAT REDUCTION. 


mognat Trousers, made to measure, at +4 
Fine Suits, 
Overcoats, ss * is 


STYLISH CUTTING. 


aa Our only Branch Store in this City is at 
305 BROADWAY, corner Duane Street. 


CRANDALL & CO., 

569 3d Avenue, near 37th. St. 
Established over 40 years. 
Centenn‘al and other awards. Latest 
styles a Carriages, in cane, reed, and 
wood, $6 to $50, warranted. Largest 
variety. Also Velocipedes, Propellers, 
Doll Carriages, and ag Wagons. 
Goods shipped C D. anywhere. 

Wholesaleand reta’l. Send for descrip- 
tive circular. Cut this out. 


OPEN EVENINGS. ., 











The la 
sizein Solid 
reliable 


PORTLOSSIE 





“ “ 






















can now 4. fortune. Out- 
fit yore A E. @. 


«4 10 10 Barclay Bt. N.Y. 








GOLD BAEER Lemay 1878, 


Breast Cate 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in in health. 


Sold by Grocers ev irocers everywhere. 


¥. BARE & CO., Dorchester, Mass. 








SPENCERIAN & 


EEL 
PENS. 





In 20 Nambers, of superior English make, suited to every style of writing. A Sample ot 
each for trial, by mail, on receipt of 25 Cemts. Ask your Stationer for the SPENCERIAN PENS. 


IVISON, BLAKEMAN, TAYLOR & CO., New York. 
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USL: 


BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS, 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
& exquisite flavor, now used over 
qZ the whole orld, cures D 
Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
A few drops impart a 
4 delicious yA to a glass of cham- 
e, and to all summ:* drinks. 
Ack it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist Ln 


aes article, manufactu 
G. B. SLEGERT 
als co "de ° v WUPPERMANN, 
natn to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 














RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
Sole Agen ts for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 


TAUUE NATURAL cmUNER AS LATE 
u — by .Co., i: 

















BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


llinaris, Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
iibler, Homburg, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna, 


cAP 
irmensdorf, Wilhems- 


Schwalbach, te Taunus, Vichy, 
quelle, and fifty others. 


DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 


Bottlers of Rrncier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
wauk -e Beer. Agents for 
GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 
TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 
DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 
P. SCHERER & CO., 
11 Barclay Street, New York. 


AMERICAN 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, ite 5 SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST ’KELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES 
Genuine ONLY IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Ask your Druggist for them; take no other. 
VICTOR F. MAUGER, Gener=! Agent, 
Factory: 110 Reade St., New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No.6 St. Mark’s Place, New Yor". 


“THE LITTLE PIG SERIES.” 





Star 











Fine new Set, 18 cards, by mail on receipt of six 3 cent stamps. 
wH HITING, 50 Nassau Street, N. ¥. 


SHAKSPERE RECAST. 





FROM THE ‘* VENUS AND ADONIS.” 


Here doth the artisan surpass the life 
In limbing and proportioning a steed 
For art with former horsemanship at strife, 
Wherein the breed of metal can exceed ;. 
Making his horse excel the common one 
In shape, endurance, temper, pace and bone. 


Round-tired, short-headed, handles low and long, 
Ball bearings all, and treading nothing wide, 
Small weight, short cranks, stiff, hollow fork 
and strong, 
With shining nickel or enamel hide; 
All that a horse should be he doth not lack— 
Nor the great riders for so small a back. 


Ofttimes they range far off from work and cares, 

Anon they start at racing, all together, 

To set the wind a pace that now compares, 

So fast they run or fly, with tempest weather! 
For ’mid the rushing wires the torn wind sings, 
And urging treadles dash like frighted wings. 

—Dalt Wheelman, in Boston Courier. 


An Austin clerk took in a bad $10 bill, and 
his employer, who is a very severe man, threat- 
ened to deduct it from his wages unless he 
shoved it off on some other customer. He 
said that he did not intend that the firm should 
lose it. 

Next morning when the proprietor came 
down the clerk met him with a beaming smile, 
and said: 

“Hurrah! I shoved that bill off on a fellow. 
The firm won’t lose a cent.” 

“On whom did you palm it off?” 

“T threw dice, on account of the firm, with 
a member of the Legislature for it, and we 
lost."—TZexas Siflings. 


Tue Cherokee Indians keep a representative 
at Washington at a salary of $4,000 a year. 
This shows how impossible it is to civilize 
the red men. A white community would be 
sharp enough to keep $3,000 of that sum and 
pay the rest to a lobbyist.—Philadelphia News. 


Georci is to have a new humorous paper 
to be called Zhe Major.. If it can secure all 
the “Colonels” in the South as subscribers, it 
will have two or three hundred thousand circu- 
lation to start with.— Norristown Herald, 


Caucuses for town meetings will soon be in 
order. A caucus is where thirty or forty men 
get together and vote as one man tells them to. 


—Marathon Independent. 


WHEN a man puts his hat on the floor; and 
ten minutes later mistakes it for a cuspador, 
the funniest story ever told won’t bring a smile 
to his lips.— Boston Post, 


A jourNAL has been started in New York 
called Zhe Undertakers? Assistant, Why not call 
it Zhe Physician at once?—TZexas Sifings. 





*Persons whose blood has been corrupted, and the 
circulation deranged by foul secretions—the result 
of the disordered chemistry of the body—need for 
their purification something like an inward bap- 
tism at the handsof Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham, whose 
laboratory is at 233 Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass. 
Her Vegetable Compound is fairly inundating the 
country as with a river of life. 


sa~> JUST WHAT YOU WANT! “Gl 


Harry Johnson’s New and Improved 


BARTENDER’S MANUAL, 


OR: 
How to Mix Drinks of the Present Style. 
Price 50 Cents. 
For sale by all newsdealers. 


The Interngtional News Company, 
9 & 31 Beekman St., New York. 


I have a positive ree 
medy for the above dis- 
ease ; by its use thous- 
anes x, canes of the 

str 


worst kind and of pong etenting have been ; ong 
is my faith in its efficacy, that I will send TWO. “norrt, es SPREE. to- 
gether with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any suffer- 
er. Give Express & P.O. address DR.T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N.Y. 
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ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


Announce their Spring opening of India 
Shawls at Retail, and invite the attention 
of their customersand the public to the un- 
precedented Bargains that will be offered. 


BROADWAY and 19th St. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO. 


UPHOLSTERY DEPARTMENT. 


We have now open our Spring Importation 
of the latest Novelties in Upholstery Goods, 
Furniture, Coverings, and Curtain Mater- 
ials, etc., etc. 


Broadway and 19th Street, N.Y. 


66 a week in your own town, Terms and $5 outfit free. Address 
H. Hatiett & Co., Portland, Maine. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 
Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


*" TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 














JOSEPH GILLOTTS 


_ STEEL PENS | 


ALL DEALERS 
me) Dae EXPO § SITION- 1878 








Loading London Physicia ° 

donnetee ape etle Bree 
7 Am. epite of Medicine. 

Dr. . Meserole (late of London), who 

enenes : 1! ot Epilepsy, has without 


doubt treated and cured more cases than any other living physician. 
His success has sim ply, been ee aaa we neve ueaed of Genes ases8 0 


over 20 years’ connate ng successfully cured by He has ublished 


oun on vy toy ye — he pa my with’. a > bottie of his won- 
erful cure @ to any sufferer who may send thei ) Sagres SESS. 
O. Address, We advise wi one ESE RITE, Some to aad frees 

Dr. AB. E, No. 96 Sonn Bi St, Now York. 


THEISS’S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
134 and 136 East 14th Street. 
Opposite the Academy of Music. 


CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 
WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You Can Buy a Wuore 


Imperial Austrian 100-Florins 


Viena City Government Bond, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and art 
redeemable in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each_and every bond is drawn, with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a prize, as there are no blanks. 
The three highest prizes amount to 


200,000 Florins, 20,000 Florins, 15,000 Florins, 
and bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 


Premium of not less than 130 Florins. 
The next drawing takes place o. the 


2nd of April, 1883, 


and every bond bought of us on or before the and of April is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. Out-of-town orders, sent in registered letters and enclos- 
ing #5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 

For orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


No, 150 Broadway, N. Y. City, 
[Established in 1874.] 


> &@~ In writing to us, please state you saw this in the English 
UCK. 

&a~ The above Govrrnment Bonds are not to be compared with 
any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 














AE PRINTING I 8K used on this pui ieatlen, 
manufactured by G EUW. H, MORKI1.1.. & Cc . 
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— Pets 


MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST. NY. 


OFFICE OF “PUCK 23 WARREN ST NEWYORK —_ — — son 


THE LESSON OF THE FLOODS. 


LEATHERSTOCKING, the Protecting Spirit of the Woods:—“Cut down yonder fence; but spare my scanty forests !” ‘ 








